THE BATTLE OF THE MACAR.    2OI
multiplied, the ground gradually became softer, the soldiers' feet sank beneath the surface ; yet Hamilcar would not turn back. He always moved at the head of the troops, mounted on his horse, spotted yellow like a dragon, that kept tossing the froth about himself as he advanced by dint of stout efforts through the mire. Some of the soldiers cried out that they would perish ; he snatched away the weapons from these whimperers and gave them to the servants.
At every step the mud became deeper and deeper ; it was necessary for the men to mount the beasts of burden, others clung to the horses' tails ; the robust pulled up the weak, and the Ligurians urged forward the infantry at the points of their spears. The obscurity increased : the road was lost : all halted.
Then the Suffete's slaves advanced to seek for the landmarks planted at certain distances by his orders ; presently they shouted out through the darkness from a distance, and the army followed them.
Finally, the resistance of firm ground was felt iinder foot. Then a whitish curve became vaguely outlined, and they soon found themselves on the shores of the Macar. Notwithstanding the cold, the camp fires were not lighted.
In the middle of the night wind squalls arose. Hamilcar commanded the officers to arouse the soldiers, but not to sound the trumpets ; therefore the captains quietly moved about, tapping the men on their shoulders,
A very tall man waded into the water, and as it did not reach to his girdle, the army could ford it.
The Sufl'ete ordered that thirty-two of the elephants should be* placed in the stream, one hundred psces